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BOOK  THE  F  I  R  S  T 


O  DAUGHTER  of  Divine  Philofophy ! 

Not  Him  of  Afpedt  ftern*  and  Brow  fevere, 
Whofe  gloomy  metaphylic  Eye?  in  wrapt 
In  Darknefs,  never  deigns  a  chearful  Smile 
To  diffipate  the  Gloom ;  But  Him  who  leads 
Inftrudtion  by  the  Graces  dreft ;  attend. 

Though  barren  be  the  Subject*  thou  can'll  give 
The  Bard  to  jpleafe :  With  me  then  turn  thine  Eyes 


On  the  prime  Infant-ftate  of  helplefs  Man  : 

On  the  firfl  Dawn  of  Life,  when  Nature  now 
Ufhers  her  tender  Offspring  into  Day ; 

Obferve  the  young  Ideas  how  they  wake 

In  gradual  Order,  till  at  length  matur'd 
By  Time,  they  fpeak  a  living  Soul  within. 

View  too  the  tranfient  Flafh  of  Mirth ;  the  Ills 

Not  real,  yet  agonizing ;  ye  quick  Thought 
Forever  varying,  glanc’d  from  Toy  to  Toy. 

Then  conftant  Motion  pleafes,  then  the  Ear 
Catches  at  every  Sound,  the  Eye  untir’d 
Darts  its  wild  Ray,  and  every  Objedl  thrills 
The  new-born  Soul  with  Joy.  Come  Virgin,  teach 
How  on  the  Management  of  thefe  firft  Years 
Depends  the  future  Man  5  the  Theme  not  mean,. 
Not  ufelels,  if  thy  Aid  be  not  refus’d. 

We  write  to  Reafon :  Hence  ye  doating  Tram 
Of  Midwives,  and  of  Nurfes  ignorant. 

Old  Beldames  grey,  in  Error  pofitive. 

And  fluff  in  Prejudice,  whofe  fatal  Care 

Oft  Death  attends,  or  a  Life  worfe  than  Death, 
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O  Youth,  whoe'er  thou  art,  to  Beauty's  Charihs 
A  Slave,  to  th’  inexpieffive  Lovelinefs 
“Which  native  Modefty  and  Truth  bellows 

r 

On  their  more  beauteous  Minds,  and  which  exalts 
Britannia's  Daughters  o’er  the  female  World  ! 

Is  thy  Belov ’d  propitious  ?  Doth  the  God 
Prepare  his  nuptial  Torch?  And  doft  thou  wifh 
The  Name  of  Father,  amiable,  humane  ? 

To  view  thy  little  Progeny  around 
Happy,  well-form ’d,  and  ftrong  ?  Attend  the  Mute  : 
Th'  inftrudtive  Mufe  fhall  teach  thee  to  obtain 
Thy  Heart’s  Defire.  And  fay  wilt  thou  fair  Nymph 
Not  condefcend  with  favourable  Eye 

To  read  the  modeft- teaching  Page?  To  thee 
Cuftom  hath  given,  while  adtive  Life  fhall  call 
Thy  Hulband  forth  amid  its  boift’rous  Walks, 
Domeftic  Rule :  Thine  is  among  the  Reft 
The  Nurfery’s  Charge,  the  moft  important  Talk 
Of  all :  What  abfence  from  his  Eye  may  hide. 

Thy  conftant  anxious  Care  fhall  well  fupply. 

B  2 
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Health  is  the  greateft  Bleffing  Man  receives 
From  bounteous  Heaven,  by  her  the  fmiling  Hours 
Are  wing’d  with  Tranfport  $  fhe  too  gives  the  Soul 
Of  Firmnefs;  without  her  the  Hand  of  Toil 
Would  languid  fink  j  the  Eye  of  Reafon  fade. 

To  this  then  bend  thy  Care,  O  Parent  Mind  ^ 

Array  thy  Child  in  Health ;  a  nobler  Drefs 
Not  gorgeous  Majefty  can  boaft ;  the  Thanks 
Of  future  Gratitude  thou  wilt  receive. 

More  than  if  in  his  Lap  thou  then  fhould’ft  pour, 

i  pf 

Profufely  pour  thy  Gold ;  or  give  him  all 

Thy  Plerds,  and  bleating  Flocks,  though  Thoufands  range 

Thy  fpacious  Meads,  or  cloath  thy  ample  Hills. 

Would’st  thou  thy  Children  blefs  ?  Attend  the  Call 
Of  beckoning  Nature,  follow  where  fhe  leads 
Unerring  Guide  :  No  Labyrinth  is  here ; 

No  Clue  of  Ariadne  wilt  thou  need 
To  Thefeus  given  :  Fair  is  her  open  Path, 

And  ftrong  the  fteady  Light  fhe  throws  around, 

Inflindtive  Light,  the  fureft  fafeft  Guide. 


Thy  Child  is  born.  See*  where  the  treacherous  Nurfe, 
Or  {he  who  o'er  Lucina's  Rite  prefides 

Prepares  the  poifonous  Drench  :  Forewarn'd*  beware  : 

# 

Within  the  fatal  Drug  lurks  Death  ;  by  this 
Thoufands  from  yet  untafted  Life  retire* 

Thoufands  of  infant  Souls ;  yet,  fandified 
By  Cuftom*  other  Caufes  are  affign'd* 

And  Nature  is  accus'd  of  impious  Deeds 
She  ne'er  committed.  Nature  will  preferve 
Whate’er  fhe  frames  :  Is  Phyfic  needful  then  ? 

She  has  remark’d  it  well*  and  taught  the  Child 
To  feek  its  Remedy  :  e'er  yet  the  Sun 
Hath  from  its  Birth  incircled  Half  the  Sphere*, 

It  aiks*  plain  as  expreffive  Signs  can  aik*. 

The  Mother's  Bread: Without  a  Moments  paufe. 

Hear  the  mute  Voice  of  Inftind*  and  obey. 

Know  the  fir  ft  Efflux  from  each  milky  Fount 
Is  Nature's  chymic  Mixture,  which  the  Attempts 
Of  bungling  Art  cannot  fupply,  this  flows 
Gently  deterfive*  purifying*  bland  $ 

This  each  internal  Obftaele  removes^ 
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And  fets  in  motion  the  young  Springs  of  Life* 
Hence  too  the  Mother  is  fee u re :  The  Streams 
Health  giving  to  her  Infant,  flow  to  her 
Salubrious;  otherwife  confin’d,  or  driven 
Back  on  the  Blood,  what  hath  fhe  not  to  fear  ? 

The  raging  Fever,  from  the  fatal  Caufe 

Holding  its  Name,  Obdrudtions  fierce,  dire  Pangs 
Of  Torture,  future  Cancers  by  the  Juice 
Of  boaded  Hemlock  not  to  be  remov'd. 

/ 

O  Mother,  (let  me  by  that  tendered;  Name 

Conjure  thee)  dill  purfue  the  Tafk  begun ; 

♦ 

Nor  unlefs  urg'd  b.y  drong  Necedity, 

Some  fated,  fome  peculiar  Circumdance, 

By  which  thy  Health  may  differ,  or  thy  Child 
Suck  in  Difeafe,  or  that  the  genkirood 
Too  fcanty  dows,  give  to  an  Aliens  Care 
Thy  orphan  Babe.  O,  if  by  Choice  thou  doft— 
What  fhall  I  call  thee  ?  Woman  ?  No,  though  fair 
Thy  Face  as  one  of  the  angelic  Choir, 

Though  Sweetnefs  feem  pourtray’d  in  every  Line 
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And  Smiles  which  might  become  a  Hebe,  rife 
At  Will,  crifping  thy  rofy  Cheeks,  though  all 
That’s  lovely,  kind,  attractive,  elegant. 

Dwell  in  thy  outward  Shape,  and  catch  the  Eye- 
Of  gazing  Rapture,  all  is  but  Deceit ; 

The  Form  of  Woman’s  thine,  but  not  the  Heart 

Dreft  in  Hypocrify,  and  ftudied  Guile 

This  ACt  deteCts  thee,  Aiews  thee  to  have  loft; 

Each  tender  Feeling,  every  gentler  Grace, 

And  Virtue  more  humane,,  more  finely  drawn*  tmx. 

And  fet  by  yielding  Nature  in  the  Breaft 
Of  female  Softnefs,  to  have  driven  forth  thefe 
By  force,  to  have  unfex’d  thy  Mind,  become  - 

•  > 

The  Seat  of  torpid  dull  Stupidity,. 

Cold,  and  infenfible  to  the  warm  Touch* 

Of  generous  Emotions,  lock’d  up  clofe 

■  ♦.  ■ 

To  fhut  out  Pity’s  Enterance,  whcj^rejtreats  * 

Repining  from  her  heaven-deftin’d  Seat, 

Ufurp’d  by  Cruelty,  the  word;  of  Fiends. . 

Hadst  thou  been  treated  thus,  thou  ne’er  perhaps  130 

Hadft  liv’d,,,  fo  barbaroufly  from  thy  Sight 
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To  fend  a  Child  of  thine.  O  unblown  Flower! 

Soft  Bud  of  Spring  !  Planted  in  foreign  Soil 
How  wilt  thou  profper !  Brufn’d  by  other  Winds 

In  a  new  Clime,  and  fed  by  other  Dews 
Than  fuit  thy  Nature  !  From  a  ftranger  Hand 

Ah,  what  can  Infancy  expedt,  when  fhe 

Who  bore  thee  in  her  Wcmb  fo  long,  whofe  Life 

Whofe  Soul  thou  didft  participate,  neglects 

Herfelf  in  thee,  and  breaks  the  ftrongeft  Seal  140 

Which  Nature  ftamp’d  in  vain  upon  her  Heart. 

O  luckless  Babe,  born  in  an  evil  Hour, 

Who  fhall  with  watchful  Eye  thy  thoufand  Wants 

Attend  ?  Explore  with  Care  the  latent  Caufe 

Giving  Uneafmefs  ?  Thy  Slumbers  guard  ?  r* 

And  when  awake,  with  nice  Sedulity 

Obferve  thy  every  Turn?  A  Parent  might. 

A  venal  Hireling  cannot  if  (he  would : 

/ 

Though  willing  to  perform  her  Duty  well. 

She  feels  not  in  her  Soul  th’  impuifive  Goad  150 

Of  Inftindt,  all  the  fond  the  fearful  Thoughts 


Awakening  ; 
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Awakening  :  Say  at  length  that  Habits  Power 
Can  fomething  like  maternal  Kindnefs  give. 

Yet  e’er  that  Time  may  the  poor  Nurfeling  die* 

Besides,  who  can  allure  the  ladeal  Springs 
Pure  and  untainted  ?  Oft  Diforder  lurks 

Beneath  the  fanguine  Cheek,  and  chearful  Eye 
Promiling  Health,  and  polfonous  Juice  fecrete. 

Slow  undermining  Life,  dams  what  fhould  be 

The  pured  Nutriment.  Hence,  worfe  than  Death,  160 

A  Life  of  Mifery  to  thy  bladed  Child* 

A  Burthen  to  himfelf,  by  others  Ihunn’d, 

He  wifhes  for  the  Grave,  and  wades  his  Days 
In  folitary  Woe  $  or  haply  weds 
And  propagates  th*  hereditary  Plague, 

Entailing  on  himfelf  the  hitter  Curie 

Of  Generations  yet  unborn,  a  Race 

Pithlefs  and  weak,  who  live  not  half  their  Days. 

But,  whether  iod:  in  Pleafure,  in  the  Round 

'  4 

Of  modiih  Life,  and  Diffipation  gay,  170 

■  •  .  1  '  \ 

Mifnam’d  Polite,  the  Welfare  of  her  Child 
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The  fair  Barbarian  looks  on  with  an  Eye 
Diftant  and  cold  ;  or  imitating  her* 

(As  Faults  of  higher  Station  ffcill  will  gain 
Followers  in  humbler  Life)  in  vain  the  Mufe 
Hath  to  the  Mothers  Ear*  attun’d  her  Lay, 

In  the  World’s  midde  Rank  ;  ihe  ihall  not  ceafe 
Delponding,  ftronger  Arguments  for  them* 

More  cogent,  more  compelling  the  can  bring. 

To  which  perhaps  felf-interefted  Love 

Will  ope  their  liftening  Senfe.  Of  mental  Joys 

To  them  we  fpeak  not.  But  if  Health  they  prize* 

Nor  with  the  Fates  to  cut  their  vital  Thread 

E’er  they  have  gain’d  their  Prime;  Fear  may  effect 

What  Inftindt,  Love,  and  Duty  fail’d  to  do.. 

And  here  no  fabled  Lays  we  bring,  to  ftrike 

With  Superftitions  dread  the  Mind,,  but  Truth* 

Plain  honeft  Truth,  infpires  the  homely  Song.. 


She  who  refufes  to  her  young  Ones  Lip 
Pier  fwelling  Bofom,  each  returning  Year 
Conceives,  and  each  returning  Year  fuftains 
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The  Pangs  of  Child-birth.  Harrafs’d  by  Fatigue 
The  ftrongeft  Conftitution  fails,  but  foon 
The  weaker  Syftem,  like  a  blighted  Flower, 

Falls  underneath  the  Shock.  The  nurfing  Time 
Was  meant  by  wifeft  Nature,  as  a  Stay, 

A  vacant  Interfpace,  in  which  the  Nerves, 

And  Threads  of  Life  unftrung,  might  re-affume 
Their  native  Tone,  endued  again  with  Strength, 

And  correfponding  Vigour,  to  fupport 
The  Day  of  Toil :  As  a  fure  Medicine, 

To  root  out  many  an  Illnefs,  elfe  untam’d. 

From  the  foft  female  Frame  :  T’  invigorate 

#  / 

The  fragile  Texture,  and  with  grateful  Force 

Brace  up  the  Fibres  morbid,  and  relax’d,, 

But  if  not  e’en  thefe  Motives  can  perfuade  i 
T’  infpire  her  Charms,  new  Beauties  to  acquire. 

Is  Woman’s  utmoft  Willi,  View  then  the  Fair, 

Who  to  this  fweet  Employment  turns  her  Mind ! 
Delighted  Health  fits  on  her  polifh’d  Brow, 

And  (hews  the  V  eins  beneath  :  Spreads  o’er  her  Cheeks 
The  vermil  Glow ;  her  Eyes  with  Luftre  fills ; 

C  z 
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Decks  her  with  radiant  Smiles,  and  all  her  Form, 
With  Grace  ineffable,  and  Comelinefs  . 

Inverts,  :  ugh  of  thefe — The  Mufe  beholds 
With  Rapture  fome  of  other  Kind — O,  hail; 

Ye  real  Mothers  !  Ye  whofe  Hearts  are  full 

Of  Senfibility  !  Who  highly  pleas'd 

♦ 

Would  not  for  all  the  Gewgaws  Pride  can  boart 

Loofen  the  magic  Knot,  which  joins  in  one 
•  Your  Babes  and  you  j  or  fee  a  Hireling  fhare. 

•  (s 

The  Love,,  which  to  a  Mother  foie  is  due;, 

* 

% 

O  Thou,  to  whom  one  of  this  pious  Train: 

I  bend  with  Veneration  and' Refpedt ! 

'  if ; 

Let  me  attend  thee,  (nor  thou  fear  a  Spy) 

To  thy  domeftic  Haunts,  where  Peace  expands 

Her  Wings,  and  Harmony  delighted  dwells. . 

•  . 

Let  me  behold  thee,  rivet  thy  fix'd  Eye 
On  the  young  infant  Form,  then  prefs  it  clofe, 
Clofe  to  thy  throbbing  Heart,  then  on  its  Lips 
A  thoufand;  Kiffes  print,  thy  Eyes  with  joy 
Oerflowing,  in  each  Feature  tracing  out* 

The  fancied  Likenefs  of  its  much -lov’d  Sire,.. 
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And  lo,  where  pleas'd,  beyond  Expreffion  pleas'd. 
To  fee  thee  in  the  lovelied  Talk  employ'd 
Of  female  Duty,  where  thy  Hufband  hangs 
Enamour’d  o’er  thy  fodering  Bread ;  the  Night 
Which  gave  thee  to  his.  Arms,  gave  not  a  Joy 
To  this  fuperior,  piercing  to  the  Soul, 

Sincere,  and  home-felt.  O  true  Name  of  Love, 
Tender  Affedtion  !  Genuine  Source  of  Blifs 
Immaculate,  and  pure  L  The  tranfient  Blaze 
Of  Luft  foon  fades  j  thy  unabated  Fire. 

Time  but  increafesd  Soft  coercive  Band 
Connecting  Souls  !  Without  thee,  what  is  Life  ! 
Sweet  Halcyon  of  the.  Bread:,  whofe  Summer  Wing 

i 

Lulls  each  tempeduous  Care  !  To  thee  the  Wife, 
The,  Good  dill  facrifice  the  Soul  refin’d  ^ 

From  vulgar  Drofs  j  nor  any  but  the  Dull,, 

Whom  Nature  niggard  of  her  Bounty  cad 
In  narrow  Mould,  or  whom  with  Iron  Hand 
Tyrannic.  Cudom  rules,  defpife  thy  Sway. 
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Thrice  happy  (he,  by  Inclination  led. 

By  nought  with-held,  to  add  this  pleafing  Link, 

This  heart-endearing  Bond,  to  the  fweet  Tyes 
Of  married  Love  !  But  (h  fluid’ ft  thou  e’er  be  doom'd 

Votarefs  of  Truth  and  Virtue,  to  forego  -  - — 

The  Impulfes  by  their  eternal  Hands 
Implanted ;  to  forego  the  honed  call 

Of  Duty  and  Defire ;  condemn’d  by  Ails  260 

From  Caufes  unforefeen  to  tear  the  Fledge 

From  thy  fond  Bofom  1  while  thy  (tokening  Heart 

Bleeds  at  the  Thought,  condemn’d  to  render  up 

Unto  another’s  Care  the  Babe  thy  Love, 

Beyond  Expreffion,  doats  on  :  Let  my  Lays 
Diredt  thy  Choice  for  the  momentous  Talk 
Whom  to  employ,  what  Mother  to  adopt 
For  thy  unconfcious  young  One,  for  from  her 

Not  only  Nutriment  perhaps  he  takes 

To  Life  and  Growth  fubfervient,  but  who  knows  270 

Flow  far  the  Stamina  yet  unevolv’d, 

How  far  the  Soul  herfelf  as  yet  unform’d. 

For  Texture,  Vigour,  Paffions,  Intellect, 
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On  this  thy  A£t  depend  ?  Far  from  the  Bounds 
Of  the  rank  City,  let  fome  trufty  Friend 
Explore  the  Straw-built  Cot t ;  there,  firm  of  Nerve 
Her  Blood  from  every  groffer  Particle 
By  hardy  Labour  and  abftemious  Fare 
Sublim’d ;  the  honeft  Peafant’s  Mate  Jfliall  ope 
Her  hopitable  Arms,  receive  with  Joy 
The  infant  Stranger,  and  profufely  yield 
Her  pure  bifemic  Nurture  to  his  Lip» 

But  fince  the  keeneft  Eye  may  be  deceiv’d. 

And  Vice  will  lurk  amid  the  country  Haunts 
To  Innocence  devoted,  it  were  meet 
T5  inveftigate  among  the  Village  Tribe 
Their  Neighbour’s  Mode  of  Life*  Heeds  fhe  the  Laws 
Of  matron-like  Sobriety?  No  Sot? 

No  tattling  Goffip  ?  Or  vexatious  Scold  ? 

Does  no  Sufpicion  light  upon  her  Frame  ?;' 

To  Wedlock  true  ?  Feels  fire  a  Parent’s  Love  ?.' 

To  her- own  Offspring  tenderly  benign? 

Does  fire  her  Hufband’s  conftant  Heart  poffefs  f 
Nor  feeks  lie  foreign  Pleafure  ?  Satisfied 
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In  thefe  Inquiries,  ftill  ’fcwere  right  not  thus 
To  terminate  thy  Search  s  furvey  around 
Her  little  Manfion,  fee  if  there  in  fpite 

Of  Poverty,  the  Step  of  Cleanlinefs, 

Attractive  Nymph,  hath  not  difdaufd  to  tread. 
The  Choice  of  Age  negledt  not ;  from  her  Cheek 
Let  not  the  Hand  of  Time  have  chac’d  away 
The  Bloom  of  Youth,  nor  be  fhe  green  in  Years, 
For  torpid,  or  impair'd  by  frequent  Ufe, 

The  flexile  Velfels  which  convolv’d  in  Maze 
Wrapp’d  within  Maze,  fecrete  the  purer  Stream, 
Their  Office  will  more  fparingly  perform. 

Or  lefs  nutritious  Particles  fupply. 

And  if  thy  Nurfe  be  young,  the  thoughtful  Mind 
Of  Prudence,  would  not  to  her  Charge  confide 
What  claims  exa&eft  Affiduity 
And  ferious  Vigilance.  There  are  who  think 
Too  fubtile  in  their  Theory,  the  Nurfe 
Should  with  the  Mother  aptly  coincide 
In  Age  and  Temperament  j  but  heeding  well 
The  Precepts  we  have  given,  thou  may  ft  negledt 
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Such 
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Such  trivial  Nicenefs  $  Health  from  each  extreme 
Remov’d,  is  not  to  Colour  of  the  Hair, 

Or  to  Complexion  ting’d  with  red  or  brown 
Confin’d:  Excefs  thou  fhould’ft  indeed  avoid 


Of  Plump  or  Lean,  nor  would  I  choofe  th’  adulfe  32® 

And  highly  bilious,  or  the  fable  Hue 

* 

Of  clouded  Melancholy*  Be  it  then 
Thy  chiefeft  Care  to  fix  on  vigorous  Health 
Array’d  in  Smiles,  the  lovely  Progeny 
Of  conftant  Chearfulnefs,  and  fweet  Content. 

Nor  would  I  (though  confeft  a  Quality 
Inferior  in  its  Kind)  not  prize  the  Voice 
From  Harfhnefs  free,  whofe  fo ft  Tone  can  compofe 
The  froward  Babe,  or  gently  bid  it  wake. 

And  view  the  young-eyed  Mom.  O  thou  who  help’ll  330 

To  throng  the  crouded  Town,  reftrain’d  by  Force 
Within  that  Court  of  Death,  where  every  Gale 

1  /*.•  . 

Is  tainted  with  Pollution ;  did  the  Mufe 
If  fome  fad  Caufe  forbade  thee  to  purfue 
The  Mother’s  genuine  Office,  to  the  Fields 


Serene,  and  rural  Lares  order  forth 
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Thy  tender  Infant,  not  from  needlefs  Fears 
And  vain  Precaution,,  did  ftie  dare  to  thwart 
The  Dictates  of  Humanity.  She  fees, 

What  do  not  to  thy  Eye  perhaps  appear, 

The  dreadful  Train  of  Ills,  which  fwarm  within 
Th’  unhallow’d  Preci'ndts.  Well  fhe  knows  how  few* 

Out  of  the  many  Myriads  city-born 
Survive,  in  juft  Proportion  fcann’d  with  thofe 

% 

Who  balk  in  freer  Day.  Much  can  no  doubt 
A  Parent’s  warm  and  unabating  Love, 

And  hard  it  is  to  part.  But  can’ft  thou  purge 
Th5  unwholefome  Atmofphere,  gravid  with  Seeds, 

Of  latent  Sicknefs  ?  Suffocation  fell;. 

Angina,  apthous  Sores,  Eruptions  dire*. 

Pertuffis  fierce,  and  fqualid  Atrophy  ? 

Say,  can’ft  thou  bid"  the  flagging  South  fpecd  byy 
Nor  over  his  peculiar  Manfion  brood*' 

With  darkening  Plume,  of  Poifon  and  of  Death 
Prolific  ?  When  each  Danger  I  review. 

By  Heaven,  I  fcarce  would  wifti  thee  to  attempt- 
The  Nurfes’  Talk,  though  nought- fhould  intervene* 

Of 
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Of  fatal  Accident,  and  thou  art  bound 

> 

By  every  Tye  of  Nature  to  the  Deed* 

For  can’ft  thou  round  thy  Infant’s  Brow  entwine 
A  magic  Wreath  ?  Or  caufe  an  Angel  lift 
His  ihielding  Arm  ?  Thou  can’ft  not :  Follow  then 
The  Precepts  of  Experience,;  yet  let  oft 
Maternal  Fondnefs  guide  thee  to  the  Place 
Where  refts  the  little  Sojourner,  there  view 
How  cheriftfd,  how  improv’d*  and  lingering  chide 
'The  rapid  Step  of  ftill-progreffive  Time 
Which  hurries  thee  reluftanily  away. 

But  can  the  Mother  change  unblam’d  the  Town, 
For  feme  fequefter’d  Villa  ?  What  denies. 

Her  Bed  of  Sicknefs  quitted,  to  retreat 

And  feek  the  Haunts,  where  Peace  on  Flowers  reclin’d 
Lifts  to  the  warbling  Songfter  of  the  Grove  ? 

Or  from  the  gently-rifing  Hill  furveys 
The  grazing  Herds,  and  Rivulet  which  winds 
Mean d  ring  through  the  diftant  Yale  ?  Where  Health 
Sports  on  the  level  Green,  and  young  Delight 
Smiling  attends Where  bounteous  Nature  fheds 
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Her  choiceft  Bleffings,  and  with  guardian  Wing 

Protects  her  favourite  Progeny.  Retire,  380 

My  fair  Difciple,  halte  to  Scenes  like  thefe. 

And  underneath  thy  Roof  invite  to  dwell 
The  Fofterer  of  thy  Child.  Defpife  with  me 

The  ideot  Train  of  Vanity  and  Pride, 

» 

The  Foppery  of  Cultom,  quaint  Parade 
Of  ceremonial  Vilit,  idle  Farce 
Of  Mafquerade,  or  Ball  where  real  Joy 

Ne’er  entePd,  Converfations  gayly  dull 
Unbleft  by  exil’d  Friendlhip,  Glare  of  Courts, 

And  Mummery  of  the  Great.  Be’t  thine  to  walk  390 

With  Reafon,  and  enjoy  th’  harmonious  Voice 

Of  confcious  Reditude,  whole  foothing  Strain 

Can  lift  the  Soul  beyond  what  vulgar  Thought 

Can  diflantly  imagine.  If  thou  mull 

Require  another’s  Aid  thy  Place  to  fill* 

Her  Condud  thou  dired,  and  regulate 
The  Manner  of  her  Life,  a  Pleafure  this 
Inferior,  yet  affording  ample  Room 

To  gratify  the  finer  Nerve  of  Love.  .  . 


To 


To  fee  thy  Subftitute  at  ftated  Times 

The  life-fuftaining  Food  fupply,  to  mark 

How  thrives  her  young  Dependent,  and  each  Day 

Appears  Addition  manifeft  to  gain 

In  Size  and  Stature*  while  his  Face  beams  forth 

At  lead;  to  Fancy's  peering  Eye*  the  Dawn 

Of  future  Reafon*  and  Intelligence. 

Here*  as  in  all  Things,  Nature  opens  wide 
Her  Page  inftrudtive,  Did’ft  thou  not  behold 
How  in  her  homely  Dwelling,  Health  array’d 
With  rofeate  Hue  the  Cheeks*  and  firmly  ft  rung 
The  Mufcles  of  her  elder  Boy  thy  Nurfe 
Hath  left  behind  ?  She  was  not  forfeited. 

With  dainty  Cates,  and  high  luxurious  Fare 
When  him  fhe  fuckled*  never  did  a  Draught 
Stronger  than  Water  pafs  her  thirfty  Lip* 
Pernicious  Ale  fhe  knew  not.  When  releas’d 
From  fhort  Confinement*  to  her  Wants  no  Friend*. 
No  menial  Servant  miniftred,  her  Babe 
She  fill’d,  then  gave  up  to  the  foft  Embrace 
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Of  Sleep  j  mean  while  no  fedentary  Life 
She  led,  fhe  fpun  the  Woof,  in  Order  meet 
She  fet  her  Cott,  the  Viands  fhe  prepar’d 
With  which  at  Even-tide  to  welcome  Home 
The  Huiband  whom  the  lov'd  :  Or  in  her  Arms 
Bearing  her  grateful  Burthen,  out  fhe  hied. 

Braving  the  Summer’s  Heat,  or  Winter’s  Cold, 

And  as  fhe  walk’d  caroll’d  th’  incondite  Lay 

Of  ruftic  Merriment.  Seek  not  to  change 
Her  ufual  Regimen,  for  if  thou  dofl 
Should  die  efcape  the  Fever  which  impends, 

Expedt  thy  Child,  attack’d  by  cholic  Pangs, 

To  writhe  in  Torture,  or  perhaps  at  once 
Convulfive  Spafms  fhall  fnatch  him  from  the  World. 
For  now  her  Stomach,  which  from  Diet  hard 
By  Habit’s  Force,  and  potent  Exercife 
Elaborated  Chyle  of  blandeft  Sort, 

/• 

Opprefs’d  by  Crudities,  corrupts  the  Blood 
With  vifcid  Recrement.  Or  elfe  the  Brain, 

That  Source  of  Motion,  urg’d  by  Sympathy, 

Creates  new  Impulfes  of  morbid  Kind 
The  vital  Threads  affedting,  and  from  thence 
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The  falient  Arteries,  and  ruddy  Stream 

Within  their  Coats  contain’d,  the  Glands  from  it 


Their  various  Store  fecreting,  nor  efcapes 
Among  the  reft  the  ladteal  Tide,  the  Food,, 

By  Nature,  of  thy  Child,  but  now  his  Bane, 

©Habit!  Powerful  Ruler  of  Mankind,, 

Great  Principle  of  Afiion  i;  Reconcil’d, 

By  thee  to  every  Clime,  the  Human  Race 
Q  erfpread  this  Globe,  around  the  frozen  Pole 
Scorn  the  ftern  Brow  of  Winter,  nor  beneath  * 
The  Equinoctial  dread  the  Ray  intenfe: 

"  Of  fcorching  Phoebus  y  thou  prefid’ft  well-pleas ’d. 
O’er  the  innocuous  vegetable  MealS 
Which  on  the  Banks  of  Ganges  or  of  Indl 
Satiates  the  temperate  Bramim  Thou  can’ft  tame  < 
To  wholefome  Nouriftiment  the  fanguine  Feaft 
Of  th’  ever-roving  Scythian;  To  thy  Laws 
We  fubjugate  the  willing  Neck,  profcft, 

Thy  Vaffals  ;  nor  the  mental  Faculties 

Daft  thou  not  fway  5  by  thee  inwrapt  in  Maze 

Of  labile  politics  the  Statefman  plans 
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His  fraudful  Schemes  unceafing.  Thou  fuftairffl 
The  Sage  who  labours  for  the  public  Good 
With  patriot  Care,  though  ofeptimes  affail'd 
By  black  Ingratitude.  The  midnight  Lamp 
Of  Meditation,  trimm’d  by  thee,  reveals 
To  th’  philofophic  Eye  Truth's  awful  Face, 

And  all  his  Toil  is  Pleafure.  Led  by  thee, 

The  Bard  retreats  from  Vice's  noify  Reign, 
And  in  the  lecret  Grot  with  Fancy  holds 
Delicious  Converge,  while  her  Hand  withdraws 
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The  Veil  from  Memory’s  ideal  Store, 

, 

And  all  th’  aflbciated  Tribe  of  Thought 
Difplays  before  his  View.  Still  may  I  bend 
Before  thy  Shrine,  O  Habit,  when  thy  Rules 
With  Nature’s  difagree  not,  neither  then 

' 

May  we  unpunifli’d  break  them,  elfe  in  vain 
Shalt  thou  attempt  to  fallen  round  my  Heart, 

For  know,  that  Reafon  and  her  Sifter  Form, 

Fair  Virtue,  can  untwiftjthy  magic  Cords, 

And  to  their  Will,  though  not  annihilate, 

*  % 

Can  all  thy  Laws  attemper  and  refine. 

END  of  the  FIRST  BOOK. 
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